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his sailor uncle brought back. The Mayor never thought

to take those down, and they wouldn't give him time to

explain. M. le Cure was dead, nobody knew or ever

would know why—found dead of starvation, strapped to

a bed in an attic room of a house occupied by some
German officers. Perhaps he had been forgotten by the

person who had tied him there. ..." The nun's voice

died away in sobs. She had been brought up under M. le

Cure's protection all her life and loved him like a father.

Madeleine sorted bandages in silence, her throat very

dry and harsh. Later Soeur Ste. Lucie went on, try-

ing to speak more collectedly :
" The worst of trying to

care for these wounded is not being able to understand

what they say."

"How so?" asked Madeleine, not understanding in

the least.

" Why, I don't speak German."

Madeleine stopped short, her hands full of bandages.

"Are they German wounded? Are we getting these

things for German soldiersf
"

Soeur Ste. Lucie nodded gravely. "Yes, I felt just

so, too, at first. But when I saw them wounded, bleed-

ing, so sick, worn out. . . . How would you like Ger-

man women to treat your , husband if he should be

wounded in Germany ? We are all nothing but wretched

sinners in the sight of God. And are we not taught to

do good to our enemies?
"

Of all this (which meant in reality simply that Soeur

Ste. Lucie was a warm-hearted woman whose profes-


